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hardly guess at some of his desperate humours. He
spent his time between the Castel Sant Angelo and
the palace he had built at Corneto. He had civic
transactions, ecclesiastical ceremonies, intrigues, no
doubt, to occupy him. But it is of certain of his
nights that we hear. He delighted in the company
of women. On one occasion he sent a note summon-
ing a lady and her husband to dine with him at his
palace. They accepted. When dinner was announced
he indicated the chair on his left for the husband, on
his right for the lady. The banquet progressed
without any incident. Towards the end the cardinal
lifted his glass, half turning, to the lady, A lever
somewhere was moved, and the husband, suddenly
and without a sound, fell through the oubliette and
thence to the dark Tiber beneath. The cardinal,
turning again, set down his glass. He and the lady
were alone now.
It was to these two palaces and such scenes that
Giovanni rode of an evening on his superb white
horse. He was reputed the finest horseman in the
campagna. He had had wide, shallow steps built in
the palace of Corneto, which his horse could ascend
easily ; and, therefore, he could gallop without delay
from courtyard to balcony, from balcony to balcony ;
and it is said his mount had as fiery a spirit as his
own. As he careered through the plain to Corneto,
his scarlet robe flapping across his horse's white
flanks, he must (like Metzengarstein) have appeared
terrible, but full of splendour.
News of this despot began to reach Florence. He
was said to have become " excessive/' Cardinal
Scarampi and others whispered in the Pope's ear,
as he sat there in uneasy retreat. It was not of the